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His voice; in strait estate appear thou stout;
And so wisely, when lucky gale of wind
All thy puft sails shall fill, look well about;
Take in a reef: haste is waste, proof doth find.

In Praise of Wyatt's Psalms

THE great Macedon, that out of Persia chased

Darius, of whose huge power all Asia rang,

In the rich ark Dan Homer's rhymes he placed,

\JC ho feigned gests of heathen princes sang.

What holy grave, what worthy sepulture,

To Wyatt's Psalms should Christians then purchase?

Where he doth paint the lively faith and pure,

The steadfast hope, the sweet return to grace,

Of just David, by perfect penitence;

Where rulers may see, in a mirror clear,

The bitter fruit of false concupiscence:

How Jewry bought Uriah's death full dear.

In princes* hearts God*s scourge yprinted deep

Mought them awake out of their sinful sleep.

Tbf Death of Wyatt

DIVERS thy death do diversely bemoan.

Some, that in presence of thy livehhed

Lurked, whose breasts envy with hate had sown,

Yield Caesar's tears upon Pornpeius* head.

Some, that watched with the murderer's knife,

With eager thirst to drink thy guiltless blood,

Whose practice brake by happy end of life,

Weep envious tears to hear thy fame so good.

But I that knew what harbour* d in that head,

What virtues rare were tempered in that breast,

Honour the place that such a jewel bred,

And kiss the ground whereas thy corse doth rest,

With vapour'd eyes: from whence such streams avalle

As Pyramus did on Thisbe's breast bewail.

Tribute to Wyatt

WYATT resteth here, that quick could never rest:
Whose heavenly gifts increased by disdain;
And virtue sank the deeper in his breast:
Such profit he by envy could obtain.